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INTRODUCTION. 


AS theſe Poems are now to make their 
appearance, not, indeed, under the ſanction 
of any great name, nor patronized by any 
noble perſon, it is likely they will be con- 
demned. Moſt perſons are diſpoſed to diſ- 
play a talent for criticiſm, eſpecially upon 
works that {ſlide obſcurely into the world, 
as is the caſe with the preſent, which was 
Never deſigned to court the favour of the 
great, nor pave the way to honour, but in- 
| tended for the amuſement of a few friends, 
by whoſe advice the Book has been pub- 
bliſhed, though originally intended only for 
private recreation. This much the Author 
thinks proper to intimate to the Public, at 
the ſame time aſſuring them, that no re- 
ception whatever can in the leaſt diſappoint 
his expectations, as he ſcarce entertains any, 


only a faint wiſh to pleaſe his friends, who, 
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from the known inability of the Author for 
a work of this kind, will ſurely make . 


conceſſions 1 in his favour. 
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ARGUMENT. 


A general view of the Spring. The ſinging of 
birds in a Spring-morning. The building of 
their neſts. A moral reflection. An addreſs 
to the people of the Town, contaming an in- 
vitation to the Country. Fiſhing. A moral | 
reflection. The Garden deſcribed,. and m6- 
ralized. The Orchard. Some general reflec- 
tions on a rural landſcape, On the ſporting 
of lambs. The concluſion of the ſubject, 
with a moral reflection. A Hymn. 
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O BLISSFUL Time! all Nature tunes to ſing, 


All things look cheerful in the opening Spring; 


Stern Winter baniſh'd, flowers appear again, 
Nor dread hard froſts, nor daſhing ſhowers of rain. 


Fly, dire Diſeaſe! in northern climates rage, 


On their bleak barren hills thy wrath aſſwage; 105 


For now the Earth, with antidotes of ill 
Balſamic herbs known by the bot'niſt's ſkill, 


Is cover'd o'er profuſely; all around 


From every pore the od'rous ſweets abound; 


Nature reviving all, makes life to low, 
Thro' all her works doth vegetation throw, 
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Before the Morning's ruddy beauties ſhine, 


A thouſand throats pour melody divine: 


Hear ! how the Lark up with the dawning day, 


Triumphant ſoars, and ſings her cheerful lay: 


What mufic now is heard o'er all the plains? 


Lark, mavis, blackbird, join their ceaſeleſs ſtrains; 


By Love inſpir'd they ſtrain their little throats, 


And woo their filent mates with moving notes. 
Their mates now choſen, ſee, they ſtraight prepare 
To build their neſts, by Inſtinct's art, with care: 
How careful they to rear their tender young! 
Nor them forſake, till mounted on the wing; 
On the ſame twig they fit with warbling throats, 


Chirping with broken tone new learned notes: 


Full plum'd at length, farther fromhometheyrove, 


And diſtinct notes reſound thro' every grove. 
Here Inſtinct ſtops, the ſenior's care diſſolves, 
On Nature's God the weight of all devolves: 
Think then, O Man! who all below the ſun 
Claim'ſt as thy right, and challenges thine own, 
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| Grud ge not their modeſt, ſilent, ſnydemand, hand. 


Know Heav'n their wants ſupplies, tho” thro” thy 
Ye Sons of Wealth, whoſe ample fortunes gain 
A warm aſylum from bleak froſts and rain; 
Retir'd from Winter's dark tremendous gloom, 
Ye hunt the ſtale, trite pleaſures of the town; 
The noiſy tavern, or the painted hall, 
The play, the park, the maſquerade, the ball: 
Come, walk with me, the Spring newpleaſure yields, 


From every corner of the verdant fields; 


The fields all clad with early drops of morn, 


Now gently twinkling on the rifing corn, 
Widely extend themſelves, and fill the eye, 
Till loft to fight, they join the diſtant ſky. 
The clouds diſcharging on the verdant plain 
Their liquid burden, all-refreſhing rain, 

Gently exhibit to the human eye, 

A finer tincture, and a deeper dye. 

Now to the dimpled pool, or winding brook, 

The angler runs with crecl and baited hook, 

A's 
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And nicely judging where to take his ſtand, 


With cautious fingers plies the taper'd wand: 


Now this, now that way, the deluſive fly 


He throws, to raiſe th' attention of the fry ; 


Forc'd out by hunger from their oozy beds, 


Soon ſee their prey ſuſpended o'er their heads 


The fiſhes; nor of danger ever dream, 

But on the ſurface think the vermine ſwim; 
Lur'd by the tickliſh motion of the fly, 

Sudden one ſprings, and ſnatches't as her prey 
Tortur'd with quick and agonizing pain, | 
She ſtruggles, plunges, ſprings, and ſinks again: 
Till quite exhauſted, can reſiſt no more, 

Is dragg'd an eaſy priſoner to the ſhore; 

Not yet quite dead, when thrown upon the ſand, 
Diſdains the touches of the victor's hand. 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, the angler for a while 
Renews his ſport, and carries on the guile; 
Still there are numbers ignorant of their fate, 
Who think it real, and ſeize the fatal bait ; 
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Here ſure the Muſe ſome leſſons may receive, 


A brute may ſpeak, a fiſh inſtruction give; 


Hear then, O Man! form'd with immortal ſoul, 


Boaſting that reaſon makes thee lord of all, 


Yet acts below the beaſt, the fiſh, and fowl, 
By guile deceiv'd, but dying yield no ſoul ; 


Tho' Reaſon proffers ſtill to be our guide, 

Yet ſtronger Paſſion turns her oft aſide; 

Sure all that's lovely in the painted ſnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us ſhun the brake; 
When guilty joys invite us to the ſnare, 

With caution look, of touch and taſte wand 


Still man is weak, all his reſolves ill-fixt, 


Hates vice this moment, hugs it juſt the next. 


The Garden now, the fav'rite of the Muſe, 
Delightful theme! with pleaſure ſhe purſues; 
Here, round and round, views the luxuriant foil, 
Adoring heav'n, admiring human toil, 

In various forms the opening walks appear, 
The oval, circle, or the ſtraight lin'd ſquare. 
Sx © 
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14 
All round the borders, charmingly diſplay'd, 
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Appear the flowery tribes, in pride array'd; 
Sweet-ſmelling odours from the whole ariſe, 
We catch the incenſe ere it reach the ſkies; 
From plot to plot the mingled odours run, 
Rich treaſures opening to the morning ſun 

In virgin ſweetneſs, by each other's ſides 
Nurs'd by one mother, ſee, the flowery tribes! 
The lily, violet, and the primroſe grow, 
Polyanthus, daiſy, each their beauties ſhow: 
The charming tulip, native of the eaſt, 

Riſes in grandeur high above the reſt. | 

With joyous heart, the curious floriſt ſees 
Theſe ſtores of treaſure to the toiling bees. 
The thruth, and blackbird, high in air ſerene, 
Join their ſweet notes, and animate the fcene ; 
Flyſian pleaſures fly from grove to grove, 
While all around is harmony and love. 

Thus Art and Nature their joint force combine, 


Surpaſſing thought, and make the garden thine 3 


The garden view'd, preſents a nobler plan, 


And ſpreads inſtructive truths to th'eyes of man. 


This flowery ſcene theenraptur'd muſe explores, 
Nor Thalia needs, nor Thalia's aid implores; 
Reflections crowd, till riſing in her view, 
Now ſhe exhales, then drops again like dew: 
Will mortals wonder, if the Muſe ſhould ſhow 


A garden, where far finer flowers may grow? 


| Whereſ pring foul weeds ofa more pois' nous kind, 


And oft are foſterd, where, but in the mind? 


From what dire ſource do human woes proceed ? 
The cauſe is plain, the plot's o'er-run with weedsz 
Pride, luſt, deceit, envy, and rancour keen, 

Brought forth by ſloth, and foſter'd by the ſpleen, 


Not ſo his mind, who ſtudies to improve 


Thoſe noble gifts received from above; 


J uſt, pious, wiſe, benev'lent, humble, kind, 


Are flowers which ſtill adorn the virtuous mind, 
The good man has it for his conſtant care, 


To act with candour in the loweſt ſphere; 
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| If fo, in Virtuc's path he till ſhall riſe, 


| | And ſhine, when time's no more, above the ſkies. 
| Is mana ſtatue? muſt heav'n drudge and toil ? 
vb. ; | 
l You'd reap the fruit, but not improve the ſoil: 
if That man's a fool who will not uſe his ſpade, 
| | Nor ſow, becauſe he cannot raiſe the blade; 
M Is juſt as wiſe as he, that, or a clod, 
| it Or ſtone would be, becauſe he's not a god. 
f Let man be wiſe, improve the bleſſings given, 
in The way of Virtue is the way to heaven. 
| | The Orchards now their ſilver gloſs diſplay, 
|! Unfold their charms, now 'tis their weddin g day; 
1 Deck'd in their fineſt robes they now appear, 
F And in their turn adorn the ſpringing year; 
if Anticipating joy, the owner ſees 
1 His promis'd treaſures in the blooming trees. 
if 5 Breathe ſoft, ye Winds] cannot the Winter pleaſe 
lf | Your wanton rage; O ſpare the fruitful trees! 
1 f | Short lives the Orchard's pompous pleaſing ſhow, 
10 When ſultry heats ariſe, or winds deſtructive blow; 
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Vain al thy hopes, ſee, low upon the ground, 
The wither'd pledges of thy fruit fly round; 


So have we ſeen the ſmiling infant-race, 


Promiſein bloom their parent's ſtrength and grace, 
And in their gambols to our minds preſage 

The riſing ſupports of a future age; 

When lol the ſmall-pox, or the chin-cough comes, 


And lays the innocents into their tombs; 


Sweet ſmiling babes! ah! why ſo ſhort your ſtay; 


Juſt ſprung to life, then call'd in haſte away: 
What feeling heart but drops a ſilent tear? 
Nor can the muſe to vent a ſigh forbear. 


Now the enamel'd fields, and rural ſcene, 


Where Health reſides, are pleaſant and ſerene; 


Here, Culture riſing, ſpreads her verdant wings 
O'er every clod; there, Labour fits and fings. 
But who can count the various beauties here, 
Or paint the grandeur of the ſpringing year ? 
Even Fancy fails, much leſs can words convey 


The countleſs pleaſures which abound in May, 
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How chang'd of late the barren frigid earth, 

By heav'n's aid, brings forth the wond'rous birth. 
Prolific Nature takes an ample range, 

Fiſh, fowls, and flocks, all feel the mighty change, 


The ruſtic ſhepherd ſings his rural rhyme, 


Or, whiſtling loud, diverts away the time: 


Familiariz'd, his flocks around him paſs 


Cloſe by his fide, and crop the flowery graſs; 


With native freedom, ſce, the friſking lambs 
Gather in mimic dance their ſportive bands, 
And each adjuſted in his proper place, 
Awaits the Ggnal given to ſtart the race; 

Yon riſin g ground is mark'd their diſtant bounds, 
To which they ſtart, in ſprightly friſking rounds; 
So ſtill they ſkip, and ſport from day to day, 
Till ripe for ſlaughter, they are ſold away : 


The butcher, cruel as his maſtiff, hears 


Their tender plaint, yet ſheds no pitying tears, 


Silent they paſs, and no reſiſtance make, 


Even kifs the hand that ties them to the ſtake. 
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See, all affected by the vivid Spring, 
Can man be dumb, whilſt all the creatures ſing? 
Enlivening Nature animates the whole, 
All things ſhe reaches, but man's frozen ſoul: 
Flocks, fields, and trees, in ſilence God proclaim, 
And ſhould not man with wonder do the ſame? 
The garden flowers can fill the muſing mind 
With wonder ample, and with thoughts refin'd, 


Till, ſtep by ſtep, in Contemplation's road, 


We tracing Nature, comes to Nature's God, 


Whoſe boundleſs glories ſhe can never know, 


And matchleſs goodneſs to our race below. 
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O Thou ! whoſe nod doth Nature ſway, 
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Grant, that with conſtant care I may 
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Revere thy ſacred word: 
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Material Nature thee obeys, 
The earth, the air, the fire, the ſeas, 
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Own thee their ſov'reign Lord. 


At thy command the ſun doth riſe, 


To brighten all the caſtern ſkies, 
And gladden all below; 
The corn doth grow, the graſs doth ſpring, 
Thou giveſt life to every thing, 
Let'ſt looſe the winds to blow. 
The ox and aſs their owners know, 
And to their maſter's crib will go 


For provender in need: 


But man, with reaſon's light endow'd, 
On whom too, light divine's beſtow'd, 
Seeks unſubſtantial bread; 
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Graſping at pleaſures here below, 
Forgets the fountain whence they flow, 
And thee, from whom they ſpring; 
But ſearching always more or leſs 
After a fancied happineſs 
In ſome ſublunar thing. 
Thro' all thy works may I thee trace, 
Till come to ſee thee face to face, Z 
Where ſprings perpetual flow, 


And joys unſcorch'd by ſummer's heat, 


Nor by the ſtorms of winter beat, 


Exceed our Springs below. 


END OF SPRING. 
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ARGUMEN T. 


THE ſubject propoſed. Sun-rifing, Caution 
| againſt nocturnal Revels. Deſcription of a 
Summer's morning in the country. June. 
King's birth on that month. Thoughts on the 
civil advantages of Britain. The Shepherd in 
love. The happineſs of the married ſtate. The 
heat of Noon. Thunder. View of the Fields 
after a ſhower. Shearing of Sheep. Hay- 
making. Fowling. Bees. A moral reflection. 
Inſects. Moral reflechons. A hymn- | 
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Aware my genius, nor the taſk decline, | 
The pleaſant taſk, whilſt radiant ſuns do ſhine; 
Now Summer be my theme; now let my Muſe 
Expatiate thro the fields, or groves recluſe: 
See all in motion, teeming into birth 

In large profuſion from the fertile earth : 

All fluſhing forth, in one continued glow, 

[heir various textures to perfection grow; [ pours, 
Nouriſh'd thro' night, whilſt heav'n its bleſſing 
In limpid dews, or ſoft refreſhing ſhowers : 


Whilſt man doth ſleep, all bounteous heaven doth 
bleſs 


The corns for him, and for his flocks the. graſs. 
B 2 
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Ye ſluggards, from your downy lumbers riſe, 
Come with the muſe, and viewthe morning fkies; 
The tuneful lark the prologue. has begun, 

The ſcenes now open, yonder comes the Sun; 
| Whilſt muſic's voice reſounding thro' the air, 
Salutes bright Phocbus as he doth appear: 
Majeſtic grandeur ! hail, thou King of day! 
Thy train triumphant ſhines in bright array. 
Thou ſmiling orb ! who with majeſtic awe, 
| Doſt make the night's tremendous gloom with- 


The ſtarry tribes to thee their homa ge pay, Lane 3 


And bluſhing at thy preſence, veer away. 


Now mounting higher with thy potent rays, 
Thou ſtrik'ſt mine eyes, I can no longer gaze; 
Exhaling vapours from our earth below, 
Thou form'ſt refreſhing ſhowers, or gentle dew 
Whilſt wondrons ſwift thy planets round thee roll, 
And draw from thee their vivifying ſoul; 

Thy ſtrong attraction all the ſyſtem binds, 


Myſterious force! ſtunning our feeble minds; 


the 
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Nothing could make thee, ſure, but power divine, 
How great is HE that makes the ſun to ſhine? 

Be humble, mortals, bend before his ſhrines, 
Who far above the empyrean ſhines: 
To mortal eyes unſeen, who reigns ſupreme 
Above all things, of all doth homage claim; 
Whom higheſt ſeraphs own their ſovereign Lord, 
And cheerfully obey his ſacred word. 

Fly hence, ye vicious, ye abandon'd crew, 


Who know but by report the morning dew; 


Glutted with lewdneſs, with your cups o'crcome, 


Till by nocturnal revels reaſon's gone: 
Who, to ſeduce the innocent, the fair, 


Rear'd by affection and paternal care; 


Unwearied toil, ſpending the longeſt night, 


In queſt of what can yield no real delight. 
Perhaps the darling of ſome aged pair, 


Is robb'd by you, and ſeiz d by black deſpair: 
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Now pale diſeaſe, parch'd throat, and troubled 
breaſt, | os x 
And ghaſtly dreams diſturb the untimely reſt; 
Look round, and ſee upon the plaiſter'd wall, 
A hand inſcribing, This is madneſs all. 
Ah! loſt to virtue, fatally undone, 
You hate the light, and dread the morning ſung 


Invert all order; heaven ſaid man ſhould keep: Z 
The day for labour, and the night for ſleep. 
Refrain, my muſe, bid ſottiſh vice adieu, 
With wiſdom walk, and virtue's ſteps purſue, 
When Venus now her nightly tgur has run, 
Her milder beams loſt in the approaching ſun, 
Whoſe level rays ſcarce gleam athwart the grove, 
Then from the cottage iſſues forth the drove; 
The milky herds in little locks combin'd, 
Whilſt the young keeper ſlowly ſtalks behind 
Scratchinghisuncomb'd head, half-waken'dyawns 
And, ſnail-like, guides them to the deſtin'd lawns, 


led 
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Short while he ſtands, then home ward turns his 


| face: 
With craving maw; he muttering ſays the grace. 
The frugal miſtreſs who her huſband loves, 


His intereſt ſtudies, and each hour improves, 


Cheerful ſhe riſes with the dawn of day, 


Awakes her maids, who willingly obey ; 

Then to the dairy cheerful all repair, [bear 
The cream ſhe ſkims, while they the milk-pails 
Straight to the kitchen, where in haſte they pour, 


In pot or caldron clean, the liquid ſtore: 


The loving huſband careful ſtill to pleaſe, 
Aſſiſts his conſort, while ſhe drains the cheeſe; 


Whileround their mam the ſmiling children ſtand, 


Taking the curd, a premium, from her hand. 
Their morning-work thus o'er, they hearty join 
To rural cheer, then ſing a morning bymn, 


As is moſt due, to Him whoſe power doth keep | 


Them ſafe from danger, when they ſoundly ſleep: 
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Thus they to heaven their conſtant homage pay, 
And heaven well-pleas'd, will bleſs them thro' the 
Unthinking fools this prafticemaydeſpiſe, [day : 
But heaven is ſtill regarded by the wiſe. 5 
5 The muſe exults now in her native clime, 

The fields how pleaſant! ſuns inceſſant ſnine! 
Mantled in green the mountains now appear, 
Even barren rocks their verdant heads do rear 5 
What was in bud before is now in bloom, 


And all is Eden, in thy month, ſweet June. 


| Auſpiciousmonth ! thou mak'ſt our world to ſmile, 


Fraught with rich bleſſings to Britannia's iſle ; 
The months to thee their treaſures muſt reſign, 
To raiſe thy glory, and to bleſs mankind: 


To ſound thy praiſes all agrec.in one, 


From things minuteſt, to the royal throne. 


O beſt of months! who bleſt with happy light 


The royal Guardian of Britannia's right: 


Hail, Sovereign Lord! may Britons all revere 


"Thy royal virtues, in their hearts ſincere ; 


the 
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May Britons love what other nations dread, 
The growing fame of mighty George the Third. « 
Sure heavendecreed that Albion ſhould be bleſs'd, 
And to her throne the greateſt prince hath rais'd; 
The Chriſtian, hero, proteſtant, in one, 
Theſe are the guardians of Britannia's throne, 
May Liberty ſtill find a George poſſeſt | 
Of Britain's throne, whilethronesand ſ ceptres laſt. 
Thrice happy itland! thee, with galling pain, 


All nations own the empreſs of the main: 
hleſt with fair freedom, guarded by the waves, 
Whoſe ſtren gth divides thee from a world of flavesz 


Long heaven · born liberty hath bleſt this iſle, 
Made her kings triumph, and their ſubjects ſmile | 
At Bourbon councils, and her deep-laid ſchemes, 


While pour our floating caſtles from the Thames, 


Whoſe dreadful thunder ſhakes the diſtant ane, 


And * trembles at the horrid roar. 


This part of the Poem was wrote before the commences 
went of the preſent war. 
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Do Britiſh virtues then ſo powerful prove, 


Jo attract ſuperior bleſſings from above? 
Have made the gods in Britons to delight: 
And as ſhe views our annals, melts in tears; 


And trembles at the blackneſs of our crimes, 


Thy commerce doth from pole to pole extend, 
To thee their riches both the Indias ſend: 
Where is the nation? did one e'er exiſt 

Like Britain favour'd, or like Britons bleſt ? 
In riches, freedom, liberty of mind, 


On the whole globe we but one Albion find 75 


Our morals pure, our practice ſo upright, 


This irony Experience ſeated hears, 


Compares paſt ages with the preſent times, 


Unwearied heaven! who {till our land doſt bleſs, 
Grant this the greateſt, Stop the growth of Vice. 


But ſtay, my muſe, the ſimple ſhepherd view, 


Whoſe early footſteps mark the pearly dew; 
He with his truſty cur aſcends the hill, 
Reviews his flocks, and looks if any ill 


id, 
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Has happened to them during night; and there, 
Hecou nts the ewes, and here the lambs with care: 


His flocks conveen'd, ſee, ſtr etch'd the Oy 


ſwain, 


Whilſt bleatings many ſound along the plain. 
5 But how tranſ; ported , when he doth behold 
His lovely charmer waitipg at the fold; _. = 


Enraptur'd quite, he hurries on his flock, oe, 
Nor miſles numbers left ben ind the rock; 


En groſs di in thought, regardleſs on he goes, 858 


The fold he gains, — but leaves behind his N 


The ſwain is happy in a raviſh'd kiſs, 
The fair one chides, yet nothing thinks amiſs, 
Say, for you can, who feel the pleaſant pain 


Of virtuous love in every glowing vein; 


Say, what ſoft joys theſe happy moments yield, 


In ſome hid corner of the diſtant field; 
Conceal'd from view, and noiſe of giddy throng, 
He now begins ſome predeſign'd harangue, 
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Reſolv'd to conquer, and the fair to gain, 

The greateſt bliſs, the eaſe of all his pain: 

Ah, luckleſs ſwain! for, gazing on her charms, 
Forgets his tory, and himſelf diſarms; 
Victim he falls, with low ſubmiſſion pleads, 
And the leaſt frown, like thunderbolts he dreads: 
Fervent his words, his eyes ſtill more do own, 
She loves his tale, perhaps, yet hears him with a 


frown : 


She ſees his paſſion, yet ſhe'll nothing ſay, 


Seems quite regardleſs, haſtes to be away: 

What can he do? abrupt too ſoon they part, 
But ſhe has left her image on his heart. 

Ah! now poor Damon feels the power of Love, 


Even Croeſus' wealth his paſſion can't remove; 


All now ſeems void, the world an empty glare, 


He thinks of nought but the diſdainful fair: 


Not all the beauties which the fields diſcloſe, 
The flowery landſcape, or the blooming roſe, 


1s: 


TY 


S R M 


Can yield a pleaſure to his love- ſiex mind, 


He joyleſs ſighs beneath the ſhade reclin'd. 
Ah, ſimple ſwain! who thus from day to day, 


With looks dejected, ſighing, pin'ſt away; 


Reſume thy reaſon, and conſider this, 

Deluſive fancy forms thy future bliſs i 

Tho' Nature her with charms inviting deck, 
With ogling eye, fair face, and taper neck, 
Look on the lure ſtill with a cautious eye, 
And dread infection, when the plagve is nigh; 
Should tinfel beauty charm, let youth beware, 


Love's flowery paths oft lead to cruel care; 
7 P | 


Specious and fair the outward form may win, 


But dread the danger that's conceaPd within: 


What heaps of wrecks, by fancy's ſide are found? 
No harm is dreaded, till the nooſe be bound. 
Yet happy they, whom virtuous loves do bind; 


Sure heaven's beſt bleſſing is a female friend: 


When cares corrode and harrow up the breaſt, 


Tis female friendſhip ſoothes the ſoul to reſt; 
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He, all that's generous in the manly breaſt: 


Which cuſtom foſters, or which nature breeds; 


Heaven grant at laſt their mutual conſtant wiſh, 


If virtuous then, the fair are mild, ſerene, 
Without all beauty, and all peace within 
Such ſenſibility with ſoftneſs join'd, 

In the beſt man we cannot hope to find. 
Thus was Eraſtus with his Phillis bleſt ; 
She, every virtue modeſtly poſſeſt, 


Each fill their ſtation with becoming grace, 
Both ſhare the pleaſures of a beauteous race 
Of ſmiling infants; while with conſtant care, 
And joint affection, tenderly they rear 
Their opening reaſon, plucking ſtill the weeds 


Thus all the bleflings that from virtue flow, 


As far as mortals, they enjoy below: 


To reach with equal pace, the land of bliſs. 
Now has the Sun reach'd his meridian blaze, 


In brighteſt ſplendor darting round his rays 
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The labourer fainting wich the ſcorching het; 
Leaves off his work to gain ſome cool retreat 3 
See him beneath the ſhade extended ly, 
Pitving the weary traveller paſling by. 
Deep ſtung with inſects, ſee, the cattle rage, 
And ſcour along the plain, to gain the hedge; 
Where ſpreading branches form a kind retreat 
From ſtinging gnats, and mid-day's burning heat: 
Here, undiſturb'd, how quietly now they ſtand 
The ruddy milk- maid with her friendly hand; 
Herſelf half. naked, drains their load away, 
And ſweating, home the full pail does convey. 
Bleſt fimple ſcene! from which nutrition ſprings, 
The health-reſtoring draught kind Nature brings, 
All's huſh'd and ſtill, no gentle zephyr blows, 
Even Nature lan guid from the ſun withdraws; 
No lark, nor linmet, with melodious ſound 
Now ſoar aloft, but ſquat upon the ground. 
But chief the traveller: ah! his feet how beat, 


Feels the ſun's rays, Now wm d with thirſt and 


heat, 


. 


. py 5 
p _— E r 9 1 
v * 7. * 8 2 1 , bn 1 RAS F 
. K Bs is . * 1 q 
We IT e ä Fern ene „ * 
* © As 2 <4 3 — - < — 13 "1 


38 SUM M E R. 


The wiſh'd for ſtage he at a diſtance views, 


With heavy ſteps his journey on purſues. 

A higher theme the pondering muſe purſues, 
And with her ſong ſhe finds her ſtrength renews: 
Lo! in the eaſt the blackening clouds ariſe, 

And muſtering up, ſoon darken all the ſkies; 


| Whilſt now and then appears a gleam of fire, 


Some think they hear, whilſt others pale enquire 


What noiſe it was, —nor diſtant far it ſeems, 


More frequent ſtill appear the rapid gleams: 
Whilſt all the world ſhrinks at the awful gloom, 
And guilty ſouls begin to dread their doom: 

All on a ſudden, thunder's dreaded voice, 
Burſts thro' the gloom, majeſtic ſolemn noiſe! 


See, elements at war! ſee, tempeſts riſe! 


And livid lightenings dart along the ſkies. 


No ſun appears; the day becomes like night, 
And all is terror at the dreadful ſight. 


Ruſhing at once a deluge down doth flow, 


The floods impetuous cover all below; 


lire 
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And rivers rolling with the riſing ſand; 

Bear heaps of wrecks to ſome far diſtant land :] 
The ruddy torrents down ſteep mountains borne, 
O'erſpread the holms, and proſtrate lay the corn: 
Beneath the dreadful ftorm all creatures ſtoop, 
Herds, flocks, and keepers, mingle in one group 


With terror ſeiz' d; but chief the wretch, aghaſt, 


With trembling horror views his actions paſt; 


Stung with remorſe, he to his knees is borne, 
And heaven implores who heaven before did ſcorn; 
See, eaſy, quiet and undiſturbed, thoſe, | 
Whom waſtcful ſtorms nor thundersdiſeompoſe; 
Tho! tried by vice, they virtuous are, and good, 
And look thro' all to HM who rules the flood; 
Above contending elements they ſoar, 
Meck, and reſign'd, with reverence God adore, 
The impetuous ſtorm ſinks to a calm again, 
And gentle zephyrs fan the watery plain; 
Whilſt from above bright Phoebus ſpreads his rays, 
Gilds the drench'd hills, and dries the ſandy ways: 
Cc 
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The pearly drops dance on the plains below, 

| And in the {ky appears the ethereal bow. 
Come then, my muſe, with quick returning ſol, 
Explore the wonders of the ſpacious whole; 

All Nature gladdening with a cheerful ſmile, 
Reſumes her beauty, hidden for a while: 
What fragrance ſweet, what flavours now diſcloſe? 
Each field a garden ſeems, each flower a roſe: 
The varied plots, thro' ever changing ſcenes 
Explore with wonder: ſee, the bloſſom'd beans, 
Erect they ſtand, their varied plumage ſhew, 
Nor deign to the rude winds their heads to bow. 


How grand appear unto the muſing mind 
The fields of corn, thick waving in the wind ? A 
There creep ſecure the humble coded peaſe bp, 
Along the earth, and ſhun the ſtormy breeze: A 
O'er the whole plot they caſt a fplendid ſhow, Th 
While mix'dwith green,thecrimfon bloſſomsglow, An 
Along the margin of the cryſtal flood, Fri 


Drawa up in verdant lines, the ſhady wood Ts 


SUMMER 43 


Majeſtic ſtands, as fond of being ſeen, 
Now in its goodlieſt robe, all charming green: 
How grand the appearance which the whole does 
gure natureꝰ's God is now at work below: Chow 
Or what's more fit of bounteous heaven to ſay, 
His firſt command the earth doth ſtill obey: 
That voice divine diſplays its mighty force 
On nature ſtills how regular its courſe! 
The ſeaſon whiſpers into reaſ on's car, 
4 Mortal, attend , ſee, how the ripening year 
Is ſtill obedient, never leaves the road 
8 At firſt plann'd out by nature's mighty God. 1 8 
The fleecy flocks that on the mountains ſtray, 5 
Are now conveen'd, their tribute fleece to pay 
To man, whoſe wants need conſtantly repair, 
And harmleſs ſheep contribute muſt their ſhare : 
They largely reimburſe the owner's care, 
And toil, thro' winter's ſtorms and froſts ſevere: 
From every height, and lowly lying glen, 
Ts which the foot- path leads, the ruſtic fwain 
C 2 


Collects his charge; to none the number tells, 
But in his heart that ſecret cloſe conceals: 
Slowly they move,warm with their cumbrous load 
Which on each thorny brier marks their road. 
Surpris'd they ſeem, not knowing the affair, 
And bleatings many fill the vacant air: 

With conſtant care, with many a whiſtled note, 
The ſwain them guides into the turf-built cote; 


There cloſe pent up, the nimble younkers ſtrain 


To ſeize each one, and drag them forth again. 


The boy, ambitious of the name of man, 


Exulting drags the mute reluctant ram; P 
His feet is tied; he views the ſhearers face, De 
Paticnt the creature lies, whilſt the rich fleece * 
Is cut from off his back. Ye ſwains, the ſhears W 
Cautioufly uſe, nor diſregard the fears In 


Of innocence, tho dumb; could they but ſpeak, Be. 


Surely their words would patient be and meek. Th 
Methinks I hear their throbbing hearts within Joc 
Say, © take the wool; but, O cut not our ſkin!” IM An 


En 


This ſimple ſcene fools may perhaps deſpiſe, 


Nor mind the root whence Britain's riches rife: 


Let Spain rejoice in hills of ſhining ore, 


And Dutchmen boaſt their fragrant fpicy ſhore: 


Let Britiſh ſwains till feed their fleecy bands, 


And India's naked ſons ſtill praiſe your hands. 
Theſe harmleſs lambs that crop the verdant plain, 
Beſpeak heaven's care of this all-varicd ſcene; 

Or what can more, than creatures thus deſign'd; 
Their fleth to feed, their fleece to clothe mankind. 


Welcome, ye Meads, with gentle foliage crown'd, 


Pouring at once your richeſt fragrance round. 


See, ſweating mowers, ſtretching all at once 
The keen-edg'd ſcythe, with equal ſteps advance; 
With equal ſtrokes they ſtrive thro'all the day, 
In gentle ſwaths the herbage down they lay; 
Behind, both ſexes toſs the hay to dry, | 
Then, quick again the bending rakes they ply; 


Jocoſe, the youths their wanton frolicks play, 


And nimbly ſkip among the cocks of hay: 
Ca 
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Whilſt blooming maidswell-pleas'dpurſue the toil, 
Whoſe native charms a hermit might beguile; 
Who once reſoly'd the world to forego, 

N ow ſees, admires, and ſighs for bliſs below. 

Ye city toaſts, who with each other vie, 

Emelia's charms do all your art defy; 

Freſh as the roſe, ſhe breathes the pureſt air, 
Nor gums, nor perfumes needs the humble fair, 
Cheerful and gay, their voices fill the air 

With rural ſongs, as they the hay cocks rear, 
Here pauſe, my muſe, and try if thou canſt find 
Something inſtructive to a thinking mind: 

Yes; ſure the meads aloud to man proclaim, 
That all below is like an empty dream : 

W here all the beauties now, which lately here 
Adorn'd theSpring, and deck W e 
All, all cut down, not one flower left behind, 
All vaniſh'd quite, like phantoms in the mind 
Of drowſy fools, who doze their hours away, 
And loſe their precious time of making hay. 


r? 
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Why ſhould the muſe forget ſo grand a theme, 
Forget the pleaſant celebrated game? 


Charm'd with the muſic of the dog and gun, 


O'er hill and dale my ſportive muſe ſhall run 
In queſt of game: See, bounding o'er the plain 
The jovial fowlers; whilſt their dogs, as keen 
As Acteon's hounds, trace to their laſt reſort 
The victims deſtin'd to the cruel ſport. 


But leaſt the muſe ſome critic ſhould detect, 


As rude and thoughtleſs, wanting due reſpe& 


To men of honour, who purſue the game, 


she now retires; the fowls ſhall bear the blame; 


See, on yon hill the council now conveen'd 


Of different kinds; the oldeft fowl was nam'd 
Dictator: to preſide the chair he took, 
A bird of honour thus the filence broke. 


© We're met, my friends, our ſafety to ſecure 


e Apainſt this dreadful day; ye know, I'm ſure, 


The law, our fence, this day is laid aſide, 


* Andtyrantman,will henceforth boaſtwith pride 
C 4 
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£ Of his deſtructive aim, and cruel hound, 
4 And of whole coveys waltering on the ground: 


Think then, how many noble dames ere night, 


“Shall moura their ſons depriv'd of life and light: 


How many helpleſs orphans of the ſkies 
Shall view to-morrow'sſun with weeping eyes? 


« Alas! alas! theſe direful pangs I feel, 


< My voice betrays, tho' labouring to conceal: - 


In vain to brakes and coverlets we fly, 
On ſtubble ground, in vain our arts we try; 


“The hound, that ſycophant to man, betrays 


Our ſecret lodges, and our hidden ways: | 
c What ſhall we do? Methinks ] hear them fire! 


* Some of our friends this moment do expire! 


<< We muſt not ſtay; our enemies are nigh; 


el WR ſpeed to ſome aſylum let us fly; 


5c Where, free from danger, we at eaſe may dwell 


Beyond man's ſight, and dog's ſagacious ſmell. 
J, and ſome others here, lend me your ears, 


ff Eſcap'd the carnage of the two laſt years; 


Y 


SU MM E RN. 47 


| 65 How happened that? The ſecret I diſcloſe; 
The only means of ſafety I propoſe 3 


Leave, leave this earth, and mounting float in air, 


* Who loves his life, to wing, to wing repair; 


© Thoſe cruel ſporters who our ruin love, 


« Willnc'er look up, nor think of ought above.” 


The motion took; no time they had to loſe; 


Straight in the air the winged nations roſe: 


But ſome diſſent, thro' ignorance or pride: 


W hat! leave theearthour good oldcauſe they cried; 


And ſpite of laws, men, dogs, and death, they ſtaid. 


= more of fowls, my muſe, they're quite away, 
Home to thy native groves without delay; 

Thy native groves, whoſe cooling ſhades invite 
To calm reflection, ever new delight! 

Where Phoebus cannot dart his ſcorching ray, 
But gentle zephyrs thro' the branches play; 


With ſome true friend theſe wonders all ſurvey, 


A thouſand beauties to the view do riſe, 


dee cities, villas, hills, flocks, fields, and ſxies: 
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Thro' the green wood the white caſcades appear, 


And charm the eye, while muſic fills the ear. 


See buſy becs improving every hour, 
Make wide excurſions, viſit many a flower; , 


The arduous taſk they conſtantly purſue, 


And load their little limbs with balmy dew: 


In ſummer's ſuns, they winter's ſtore prepare, 


Sweet treaſures gaining by inceſſant care: 


Yet man, the unactive lord of all below, 


Will ſeize their treaſuresand their work o'crthrow!: 


Nay more, the little toiler's precious life 


Is often taken in the wicked ſtrife. 


Our province, then, my friend, is to reflect; 
Our faults the inſects oftentimes detect: 

The active bees inſtinctive morals ſnow, 

Nor think, with haughty pride, the teachers low: 
Compare thy conduct with that of the bee; | 
How great the odds? its actions cenſure thee: 
With all our reaſon, which we boaſt we have, 


With all the leſſons ſage experience gave, 
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With all the ſtrength which bounteousheaven bath 


lent, 


Say, how hath all our precious time been ſpent! 


What ſolid act to grace thy youth appears? 


; Or ſay, how haſt thou ſpent thy riper years? | 


Two or three actions here and there we ſcrape, 
The reſt is all an undiſtinguiſh'd gape, 

An unremember'd dream; or, what is worſe, 
To ſtab thy comfarts, a heart-felt remorſe. 
Ceaſe then, vain man, nor to thy reaſon truſt, 


If inſtinct ſurer guides, where is thy boaſt ? 


Yet reaſon guided by the rule that's given, | 
Thy conduct brightens, and leads on to heaven, 


Nurs'd by the genial heat, around us play 


In myſtic dance the tenants of a day; 


W hat myriads of the reptile world appear! 


In ſirange confuſion, undeſign'd career! 


What unſcen numbers in the lucid air 


Of different nations, ſwarming every where! 
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Gradation beautiful! what numbers ly 


To fill the circle, hid from human eye? 
Great Cauſe of all! ruling the mazy plan 

With boundleſs power, in ways un=znown to man, 

How grand thoſe parts ariſing to our view! | 


Submiſs with rifing wonder, let us bow 


And him revere, who views the wide expanſe _ 


Of world on world, and meaſures the immenſe 
Beyond all thought! o'er heaven of heavens pre- 
With equal eaſe a gnat and planet guides; [fides, 
Whoſe will conducts the univerſal plan, 

In order regular, ſince time began : 

The natural, he, and moral world directs, 

He governs that, this narrowly inſpects; 

With liberal hand rich bleſſings doth beſtow, 
And gladdens all his creatures here below. 


In one glad choir let all creation riſe, 


Reptiles, fiſn, fowls, beaſts, earth, ſtars, ſun and ſkies; 


But moſt from man free gratitude ſhould flow, 


His care, his help, all things require below; 
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O bliſsful ſtation! honourable care! 

Survey theſe wonders, man, and God revere; 
Nor, puft with pride, be cruel to the reſt, . 

But ſhew by 580 thou'rt maſter of the beaſt; _ 
Nor think that heaven has made thee lord of all, 
To riſk at random, or at will inthrall ; 


For thee, for them, his ſun in gladdening rays 


Darts all around, and life, and light conveys, 
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Infinite Thou! who with one call 
From nothing bad'ſt theſe wonders al! 
To ſuch perfection riſe; | 
Thou ! who alone the heavens didſt frame, 
That echo loud thy wondrous name 
Beyond the viſive ſkies. 
O Thou! whoſe good and mighty power 
Gives heat and each refreſhing ſhower 
That fertilize the plain; 
With grateful heart, in active praiſe, 
May man on earth thy glory raiſe, 
And all things ſay, Amen. | 
Sure in each plant that rears its head 
Above that carth eren we tread, 
Ia every ſmiling ffower, 
The man, who with unbias'd mind 
Reads Nature's works, will clearly find 
Proof of Almighty power. 


Grant, as thy ſun his potent rays 
Pours on the earth, flowers, frvits, and trees, 
Faſt ripening all below; 
So, by thy indem divine, 
May man in virtue higher ſhine, 
And to perfection grow. 
When vice and folly ſpread their ſails, 
And ſwim along with proſperous gales, 
With inſolence and pride; 
Let Virtue, offspring of the heavens, 
Be freed from ſuperſtition's chains, 
To ſtop corruption's tide; = 
All things below ſhall fade away, 
Tach ſeaſon haſtens to decay, 
Until the whole be o'er; 
Then vice, and virtue, which appear 


Oft blended in this narrow ſphere, 


Shall meet again no more. 
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Vice, oft trivmphing here below, 

Shall to her deſtin'd place then go, 
Hid in eternal gloom: 

While Virtue, to her native clime 

Aſcending 'yond the bounds of time, 
In youth ſhall ever bloom. 


END OF SUMMER. 
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try. Reapers in the morning. A view of the 


Orchard, and a moral reflection. A lowering 
morning; bringing home corn; a heavy rain. 
Honeſtus, a tale. The rain over, the corn brought 
home. Harveſt-joys. Hunting. Fowling. A 
moral reflection, diſſuading from cruelty to 
beaſts. Commerce. Addreſs to Clyde. Moral 

addreſs to G—g—w. Patriotic Forbes. The 
patriotiſm of his Grace the Duke of Hamilton, 
diſplayed in raifing a regiment for the ſervice 
of his country. Patriotic advice. Difference 
between Summer and Autumn. Duke of Buc- 
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Aw AKE, Urania, now the Muſe inſpire, 
Touch every ſtring, and lubricate the lyre 
To pleaſe the ear, thence eaſy paſſage find 


Into the ſoul, fix morals on the mind; 


All things teach man, would haughty man receive 
The uſeful leſſon, nor forget who gave 


90 many monitors to be his guide 


Thro' ſnares, pernicious ſnares, on every ſide: 


Each ſeaſon teaches, each doth pains beſtow, 
To make heaven's darling happy here below : 
But then unruly paſſions, conſtant ſource 
Of error, ſtill maintain their frantic courſe; 
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Sure man's black crimes, like low'ring clouds inal 

Conceal the beauties of the rolling year. [pour; 

Yet heaven ſtill kind, thoſe bleſſings down doth 

See, now full lowing, Autumn's golden ſtore: 

Autumn in regal pomp doth now appear, 

_ Crown'd with the ſpoils of all the circling year. 

In rich array, all round the fields do ſmile, 

Pregnant with plenty to our happy Ille: 

Mild and ſerene all things do now appear, 

And nicely weigh'd in equal ſcales the year. 
Come then, my Muſe, aſcend yon mountain's 

View all around, ſee hills and vales below [brow, 

All cover'd o'er; ſee the extenſive plain, 

And chequer'd fields, exhibiting a ſcene 

Of plenty now. Hence, Want; no more be ſeen 

Perplexing fears, or ſelf-corroding ſpleen, 

The brood of Sloth. Hence, Indolence! adieu: 

Down to the deep with all the meager crew. 

Induſtry, bail! tho' in coarſe ruſſet clad ; 

Mother of virtues, raiſe thy princely head: 
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Whence all theſe beauties? whence the nodding 
Induſtry rear dthem with the aid of heav'n. [plainf 
From thee the arts their origin derive, 
Nor art nor ſcience without thee can thrive; 
Great things by thee are done in this our iſle, 
Thou makꝰſt us in the midit of bleſſings ſinile: 
Stay, heavenly Goddeſs, ever with us ſtay, 
For we're undone if e er thou go away. 
Clearand ſerene, and ſomewhat chill, the morn, 
The gentle breezes ruſtling thro' the corn; 
The day ſcarce dawned to the watching eye, 
When from the village, hearty, blithe, and gay, 
The reapers ſtart; each on his ſhoulder bears 
His ſharpen'd ſickle; they divide in pairs, 
Nov at the field; all hands in haſte begin, 
Confus'd the noiſe, and clamorous the din 
Of every band: the field in ſheaves is flung, 
And jeſts and ſlanders fly from tongue to tongue. 
Well pleas'd, the maſter binds the ſheaves behind, 
And feels the joys of Autumn fill his mind; 
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Whilit thick the ſhocks upon the field are ſeen, 


The bountcous bleſſings of indulgent heaven. 


Up to the fountain, gratitude, inſpire 
To god- like actions every wealthy ſire 

Whom heaven has proſper'd and his labours bleſt, 
O mind the needy, pity the diſtreſt! 

| Who in ſome ſmoky hut may ly conceal'd, 
Nor fill their boſoms from the plenteous field; 

To theſe ſome part of heaven's gift convey, 
Nor count it loſt, ſure heaven will you repay: 
Nay, from the very act of giving, more 
True pleaſure flows, thanfrom your countleſsſtore, 
Thus did Theoras gain each neighbour's love, 

And ſhowers of bleſſings drew from heaven above. 
Nor did he grudging give, with cheerful hand 


He gave the needy, minding heaven's command, 


What various ſcenes! ſee every place around 
Well-ſtor'd ; the orchard weigh'd down to the 
Each little twig dothwith its burdenbend, [ground; 
Leans on its ſiſter branch, like friend on friend. 


Q 
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What countleſs juicy pears are hereon found, 


61 


Thercon, what blooming apples hang around; 


Each fruit the tinges nature doth beſtow; 
For nature various hues of light and ſhade. 
Beſtows on fruits, as on the blooming maid, 
Who from her mirror ſees with ſelf applauſe 


Each lovely charm; reluctant ſhe withdraws 


Each tree ſeems emulous its fruit to ſhow, 


Half-way, and turns, reviews the pleaſant fight; 


Angelic form! how fine that ſhape and air! 
How bloom theſe cheeks! how ſhines this glit- 


tering hair! 


Her eyes, her lips, tecth regular and white : 


How far ſuperior to all my ſex, 


© How do theſe features all my rivals vex!” 


Not quite ſo faſt, fond maid, the graces ſweet 


Indeed, and charms attractive in thee meet; 


What gains the brave, what ſoothes the tyrant's 


foul, 
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Poſſeſſeſt thou; and yet not thou alone 


Poſſeſſeſt charms : come hither, every one 


Of theſe nectareous apples hath a ſhare 


Of what thou haſt, and thinkeſt only rare 
And ſome, ſeeſt thou, hang dangling in the air, 


Seem to deſpiſe thoſe of a lower ſphere 

- Of equal merit, yet theſe to the wind 

Are moſt expoſed, as they ſoon may find. 
They in a moment, and at Eolus' frown, 
Muſt drop their dignity, and kiſs the ground: 


Such oftentimes ('tis plain to every eye,) 


The rueful fate of thoſe whoſe looks are high. 


But far far different is Clementa's mind, 
Nought there but what is virtuous and refin'd 
Can find poſſeſſion in the bloom of youth 
Her native virtue points the way to truth; 
Yet nature ſparkles in her modeſt eyes, 

She wiſhes to be lov'd, and to be wiſe. 

May Virtue guard, till Hymen's bliſsful boon 


Point out the day, and all her wiſhes crown. 
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But back, my conſcious muſe, reſume thy theme, 
'Tis harveſt now ſhould thy attention claim. 
Ere dawn the farmer from his broken reſt 
Awakes, ſprings up, and gazes on the caſt; 
The low'ring red, portentous now of ill 
He trembling ſees, then views the diſtant hill, 
Whoſe airy top is quite conceal'd from fight 
With low'ring clouds, which intercept the light, 
All hands to work, he cries: with eager care 
Straightway the ſervants to the fields repair, 
And hurry home firſt produce of the year, 
This haſte how vain! the cquinociial rains 
Ruſh forth impetuous covering all the plains; 
The work is ſtopt, now nothing can be done, 
Homeward with ceaſeleſs ſpecd the cattle run; 
Yet ſtill it rains, and rains: the rivers now 
Exceed their bounds, and all their banks o'crflow; 
The muddy rills, now emulous of fame, 


Come roaring on to get another name: 
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With juſtice now we rivers may them call, 
New rais'd to dignity; they'll ruin all; 
Their awful roar breeds terror and amaze, 
Whilſt from afar the crouded numbers gaze. 
Now down the torrent rapidly is borne 
The mingled wreck, the floating ſhocks of corn: 
Ah, piteous ſight | each farmer now looks on 
With anxious fear, yet help afford can none. 
Amid ſuch horror, could the mule relate 
Honeſtus', dear Honeſtus' dreary fate, 
From every fecling heart would come a ſigh, 
And tears would flow from every generous eye. 
His houſe was ſituate near yon river's fide, 
Whoſe friendly ſtream did downward gently glide 
Without offence; 3 and in the vale his farm 
Lay, beauteous ſpot | bleſt with each rural charm; 
Upon the watery verge in rows did ſtand 
The ſtately pine, ſet by his grandſire's hand, 
A ſure defence from rapid ſtorms of wind, 


| As good Honeſtus oftentimes did find. 
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Here happy lived in the married ſtate 

The happieſt pair not anxious to be great, 
Not courting honour, riches or renown, 
Theſe empty names, but living on their own; 
Both virtuous, both poſſeſt a liberal mind, 
The hearts of both did feel for all mankind. 
They lived here in harmony and peace, 


Here heaven had bleſt them with a beauteous race, 


Who to ſociety had uſeful been, 


To ſpare them had it pleaſed wiſeſt heaven. 


Direful event! Honeſtus found it ſo; 


Who bears, muſt bear ſuch complicated wo; 
A few days paſt the happieſt man alive, 
Now drown'd in grief, ſcarce able to ſurvive 
The tragic ſcene; his ſympathetic ſoul 

Sinks down in anguiſh, when his thoughts recoil 
On her, who ever ſhar'd his griefs before, | 


And tender infants, now, alas! no more, 


Twas midnight, and the world at peaceful reſt, 


Each weary reaper more than Croeſus bleſt: 


We. and 
e 
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When good Honeſtus fed on golden dreams, 


Amid ten thouſand airy pleaſures ſwims. 
How calm his foul, no ruling paſſion there, 


Nor of ſome guilty deed a conſcious fear 


When ſuddenly, at this unguarded hour, 


The river forth its boundleſs ſtreams doth pour; 
Far wide it ſpreads, all all is floating round, 


The walls give way, and part falls to the ground: 


Alarming ſcene! Honeſtus with the cries 


Of drowning infants, waked with ſurpriſe 


Springs up, but oh! can no aſſiſtance give; 


They die; and hardly does Honeſtus live. 

The houſe the raging ſtream doth ſoon o'erflow, 
And thickeſt darkneſs hides this ſcene of wo. 
Rouſe, rouſe, my muſe, nor let the tragic ſcene 
Retard thy flight, but in a grateful ſtrain | 
Of unextinguiſh'd fervour, mount on high, 


Proclaim HIS goodneſs who is ever nigh; 


The virtuous man, tho' ſunk to human eyes 


In deep diſtreſs, he'll yet conſpicuous riſe; 
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Sure all is right, whilſt heaven doth rule above, 
By boundleſs wiſdom, and with boundleſs love. 


The rain is o'er; the winds now blowing high, 


Will ſoon the dripping ſhocks of barley dry; 
In every field the joyous croud you'll find 
Setting the fallen ſheaves up to the wind; 

All hands are buſy now, in haſte is borne 
Home to the yard, or barn, the nodding corn: 
Approaching winter hurries on the work, 


Some glean, ſome lead, ſome build, ſome uſe the 


Already do the fields ſeem void and bare, [fork. 


And barns are crammed, ſuch each farmer's care; 
Each village now doth ſhow its winter's ſtore, 
Some having leſs proviſion, others more; 

Yet all are glad, and all with joy repair 

To feſtive mirth, and baniſh every care. 

That harveſt's o'er, ſee, how they dance and fing, 
Away with ſhoutings they their ſickles fling; 

The lovers ngw, who long have abſcnt been, 


Each other tell what they have heard or ſeen ; 
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Hantſmen on horſeback for the chace prepare; 


For ſtill the gale conveys the lethal yell, 
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How this band ſtrove with that, in rural ſtile 
The youths rehearſe, the maids well-pleaſed ſmile, 


Now fromyon ancient dome, whoſe walls within 


Are cover'd o'er with many a different {kin, 


An howling” murmur breaks upon the ear, 


Of bloody hounds the ſavage accents fly, : 
Both mounts and vales reverberate the cry; 
Whilſt puſs, ſecure, unwitting what's to come, 
Lies quietly down among the buſhy broom; 

Till, ah! that breeze conveys the dreadful ſound; 
Alarm'd ſhe ſtarts, and turning round and round, 
Flees to her den, ſhe ſtarts, and flees again, ; 


All loſt her art and all her caution vain, 


With bloody rage, each ſtriving to excell : 
Now nearer ſtill the ſavage pack ſhe feels 
Quite cloſe at hand, and winding at her heels, 


Still faithful to the track, the bloody crew 
With clamours loud the victim Kill purſue; | 
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With joy the huntſman cloſe purſues behind 

On a keen courſer, flying like the wind, 

Till at the laſt the loud victorious ſtrain 

Of barbarous joy declares the victim ſlain. 
Naz leſs the fowler doth unwearied rove, 


The fields now clear, and ranges thro” the grove 


In queſt of prey; and, train'd up to the ſport, 


The bloody pointer ſearches each reſort 

Of innocence and beauty: now conceal'd 
Among the ſtubble of the reaped field, 

The heedleſs covey now themſelves do hide, 


And careful glean what heaven doth provide; 


When, ah ! ſurprized ere they aware, 


Are cloſe entangled in the cruel ſnare; 
The careful pointer guarding every way, 
Whilſt his fond maſter, ſtraight without delay, 


With flaughtering gun, doth in a moment bring 


Them fluttering down, whilſt from the dog they 
Ah, hapleſs fate! now no way can they fly, [ſpring. 
But certain death at every hand is nigh: 


Sure cruel this, tho' cuſtom ſhould beſtow 
Her royal ſanction on ſuch deeds below. 

"Tis * to plead that unto man is given 
h | Beaſts, birds, and fiſhes, by a grant from heaven: 
þ 4 All true, but granted with this good deſign 
To comfort and to ſerve the human kind. | 
Hence uſe the brutal kind for clothes or food, 
Or other things tending to real good; 
: | But if beyond this limit, tyrant, know 
Tis at thy peril, if one ſtep thou go: 
To make thee cruel ne'er was heav'n's deſign, 


In making thee lord o'er the brutal kind; 


Yet ſure more cruel grows he every day 


Who never ceaſes to take life away, I 
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But finds a pleaſure in the gaſping breath U 
Of thouſands ſtruggling in the pangs of death. B; 
Know, man, whilſt thus beneath thy hand they MW 

| moan, | | A 


They curſe thy power with their expiring groan; 


— 
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And by their ſilent moving looks expreſs 


Their inward anguiſh, and their keen diſtreſs: 
Happier the man whoſe generous ſocial mind 
Extends his pity to the brutal kind; 
And when he muſt, muſt take their tender life, 
Reluctance ſtruggles with the lifted knife. 

Nor is the Muſe forgetful, tho' ſhe fain 
Would moralize her ſong, perhaps in vain; 
Harveſt now poureth forth her golden ſtore, 


Hence commerce ſpreads her wings from ſhore to 


The ocean emulous with her fiſter earth [ſhore. 


Pours forth her plenteous ſtores from every firth. 
Hail, Britain! hail, for now with laviſh hand, 
Into thy boſom pour both ſea and land; 

What ample treaſures in thy harbours ly, = 
Drought from all nations underneath the ſky; 
Thy ſons induſtrious all the world explore, 

And India's riches fill thy happy ſhore. 


O Clyde! not leaſt the favourite of the main! 


Along whoſe banks in many a lofty ſtrain 
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The generous muſe hath ſung thy native worth 


Long ere thou thought to join thy ſiſter Forth; 


Ten thouſand times thou haſt brought to our hand 
The precious things produc'd in every land; 
Surely by thee did G—g—w's fame ariſe, 


By thee her ſteeples pierce the azure ſkies ; 


By thee her buildings elegant and neat, 


Have been erected, and ſhe is the feat 


Of wealth, and ſplendour, — Ol my doubting muſe 
Of virtue add, this one word don't refuſe. 


G—g—w, hath vice crept in now to degrade 


hee from thy grandeur, and to ſap thy trade? 


Vice, that once ſkulked, nor durſt ſhew its head 
Within thy gates, now without fear or dread 

Stalks in each ſtreet, and pleads the public laws, 
The great ſupporter of her baneful cauſe. 
Virtve, *tis ſaid, (the muſe doth fear it true,) ; 


Is now more ſeldom in the public view, 


And vice moſt impudent triumpheth fo, 


That ancient virtue can't reſiſt her foe ; 


e 


rn 
G—g—w, this is the cauſe whate'er be ſaid 
Why there is ſuch a failure in thy trade; 
Nor think the muſe prophetic, tho' ſhe ſay, 
Thy ruin's near, if virtue goes away. 
But are there none who have their country's well 


At heart, and at her fate compaſſion feel? 


No patriots now to raiſe her drooping head, 


And give new luſtre to her ſinking trade? 
Are all inactive; where thoſe heroes now, 
That for their country did their all beſtow? 
Is there no Forbes now, whoſe noble ſoul 


From God-like actions nothing could control? 


When with inteſtine broils his native land 


Was ſore diſtreſt, he with his generous hand 


Scattered his treaſure for his country's aid; 


Bluſh ye ungrateful never yet repaid. 
Vet ſhall Edina ſtill revere his name, 


Record his honour, and wide ſpread his fame. 


Now ſons of Albion, and of ancient name 
Do pant for glory, and do thirſt for fame 
7 
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In Britain's cauſe, whilſt F—x and B—rke deride 
Each wiſeſt plan, {till ſtriving to divide 
The doubtful houſe, and ſpiteful ſpleen to feed 
Slight ſons of heroes born beyond the Tweed: 
And mad with falſe fantaſtic rage, repine 
At every thing that thwarts your main deſign, 
Your main deſign the thinking few deſcry, 
Tho? dark and deep from common view it ly, 
Fly hence, infectious with the Yankies, own 
Yourſelves protected by the Britiſh crown. 
Hail, noble Leader! generoully excuſe 
This bold intruſion of the rural muſe ; 
Hail, firſt of Scotland! gentle and humane, 
Now rous'd by inſult, forward to maintain” 
Britannia's right. The ſons of Clydeſdale arm 
To join their chief; fame ſounds the loud alarm 
Thro' every village, ſprightly youths unite, 
And 4 him gazing keenly, feed their ſight; 
The noble youth his every look expreſt 


A martial greatneſs ſcated in his breaſt ; 
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His manners ſweet and ſprightly, yet ſincere, 


E 


His judgment calm and deep, yet quick and clear; 


Graceful his ſpeech above the flowers of art, 


Open his hand, more bounteous ſtill his heart; 


Deteſting flattery, yet fond of fame 


Among our heroes ranked be his name: 


Thee, gallant Youth, may powers above defend, 


And to thine arms ſucceſſes many ſend ; 
And peace reſtor'd, may every virtue find 
Still in the Duke a patron and a friend. 
Jes, there are ſome who with a pitying eye 
Behold their country, and their power apply 


To ſave Britannia, that ſhe fink not down 


To miſery ; may heaven their counſels crown, 


Be this the firſt, ye patriots of the age, 
To baniſh vice quite from the public ſtage ; 


Own virtue there, tis ſhe alone doth lead 


To wealth and honour whilſt her paths we tread. 


And let no public countenance be given 
Io manners foreign to the laws of heaven: 
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Next try to raiſe a patriotic zeal 

In every breaſt for their own country's well. 
Were Britons wiſe, ſure, they would nothing wear 
But what they do with their own hands Prepare; 
Thus induſtry would fly from town to town, 
And Britain ſtill maintain a true renown. 

It is not ſummer now: now Phoebus” ray 
More feebly darts its influence thro” the day, 
More partial ſtill, by wandering clouds conceal'd | 
From thouſands, only gilds yon diſtant field, 
Here let the muſe in winding up her theme, 
Draw inſpiration from the wond'rous frame 
Of nature, changing ſtill, yet till the ſame, 
Nor in her changes does ſhe act in vain, 

For ſtill ſhe acts, though now behind the ſcene. 
No ſummer's muſic now to charm the ear, 
No lark now ſoaring in the joyous air, 

Nor do the linnet, mavis, blackbird fing 
Their cheerful notes, as in the verdant ſpring 3 


n 
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But winter dreaded, raiſeth murmurs loud 
From ev'ry throat among the drooping crowd: 
No more the fragrance of the flowery bed, 
No more the verdure of the pleaſant mead, 
Each flower as wiſhing to get out of view, 
Shrinks up its leaves, and fain would bid adieu: 
Winter is coming, whoſe tyrannic frown, 

Makes all things tremble, and her power own. 
But yet yon walks enclos'd with lofty trees, 
Forbid the ſtorm and every chilling breeze; 
Here cloſe imbower'd the hovering ſpring remains 
When driven by tempeſts from the open plains. 
Among the trees, the ſearching eye deſcries 

” ſtately dome with maſly columns riſe; 

Duke of Buccleugh is here, whoſe glorious name 
Is yet unrivall'd in the book of fame; 
He ſhines as ſplendid as the blazing ſun 

Among the ſtars, and equalled by none: 

Behold ye great, and let his conduct ſhow 


To mankind round, what various bleſſings flow 
E 4 
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From one kind hand, vaſt numbers daily ſhare 
The free donations of the noble peer: [love 
Bleſs'd with great wealth, his generous ſoul with 
Pours round his favours like the heavens above, 
And laſting pleaſure never fails to dart 

A thouſand joys into his generous heart; 

His noble mind, which all his greatneſs views 
Ass lent of heaven, ſtill makes him neꝰer refuſe 
To hear the orphan's cry, nor can his ears 
Unto the widow's moan be ſtopt, he hears 
The mournful cry of wo, and melts in tears; | 
Such generous ſouls are rarely ſeen below, 
Who thus do truly feel anothers wo. 

Away, ye miſers! ſpending all your ſkill, rfl; 
And time, and thought, your boundleſs bags to 
Unhappy ſouls ! your taſk will ne'er be o'er, 
Poſſeſſing every thing, ye'll {ſtrive for more; 
Without emotion, ye can hear the cry 


Of honeſt want, or woful poverty. 
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Can hear relentleſs, widows mournful plaints, 
Yet pray aloud, and would be deemed faints. 
'The ſhortning day and the declining ſun, 
Alffects the muſe, and calls her to have done. 
Till now, the trees their ſummer dreſs did wear, 
But now ſcarce does a ſingle leaf appear; 
For Boreas from his cave, the chilling breeze 
Pours forth with fury on the ſhady trees; 
Their grandeur ſpoils, no more their verdant ſhow 
Delights the eye, now ſunk to earth below 
In heaps, the leaves without diſtinction ly 
Along the ground, the low mixt with the high; 
Theſe trees might teach, tho they unnotic'd ſtand, 
Methinks they ſeem to ſtretch their withered hand 
With murmuring ſobs, and echo loud to man, 
“ Earth's longeſt glory ſcarce exceeds a ſpan.” 
See now Conſumption and each dire diſeaſe, 
Creep in a- pace, and rob us of our caſe; 
Some darling enterprize doth now appear, 


Teeming with future joys, and hope and fear 
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Hang in uncertain balance, till at laſt 


Pain outweighs fear, and turns the balance faſt; 


Yet ſometimes pain grows lighter, fear muſt fail, 


And ſmiling hope doth downward preſs her ſcale. 


Long time continues this alternate fray, 

Thoꝰ truly fear grows heavier every day; 

Till in ſome dreary moment, grievous pain 
Brings down the ſcale, ne'er to get up oY 
Alarming thought ! to medicine now we call, 
All means are tried, yet ineffectual all ; 

The ſpirits fink, how languid now the eye! 

'The voice how chang'd into a conſtant ſigh q 
How pale the face ! no more the crimſon red 


Sits on the cheek; nowevery charm is fled, 


The whole frame totters, the foundation ſhakes, | 


Life that 38 it in a moment breaks; 
And thus doth duſt unto his duſt return, 
And deareſt friends are left behind to mourn. 
Of all his greatneſs what has man to boaſt, 


Since all below turns to one common duſt. 
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Sure then, my ſoul, thy time will ſhortly come, 
When thou wilt get a meſſage to go home; 
Home to thy MAK RR, who will fix thy doom, 
And final ſtate in this dark world to come; 
In time remember, think upon thy ways, 
For as a ſhadow fly thy mortal days. 
What numbers are inſenſible to all 
That ought to move them, and to nature's call! 2 
Like trees they grow, and juſt like trees they fall: 
Unconſcious ſtill for what they are deſign'd, 
Nought but their form declares themhumankind, 
Ah, hapleſs ſtate of the untutor'd mind ! 
Wrapt in the preſent, to the future blind, 
Chain'd to this earth, and happy in the chain, 
Wiſhes in baſeſt ſlavery to remain. 
Far different he, whoſe views do ever riſe 
To objects far beyond the viſive ſkies ; - 
Who nature's works with wonder doth explore, 


And tracing theſe, ſees wiſdom more and more 
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Diſplay'd, while grace and goodneſs crown the 


whole, | 
And thus he poureth out his grateful ſoul: 
C O thou en High! whence every being roſe, 
«© By thee preſerv'd, in thee they take repoſe, 
“ Beyond all thought tho? reaſon can thee-trace 
«© From world to world, and thro* unbounded 


5 ſpace, 


In all thy works thou clearly canſt be ſeen, 


Among the tribes of earth and hoſts of heaven; 
„ All, all are ſtill ſupported by thy hand, 
& And as thou didſt ordain, they firmly ſtand: 
*© United all, may they their voices raiſe, 


From world to world, and echo loud thy praiſe.” 
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O Thou! who ritual far on high 
Beyond the pure etherial ſky, 
Whom angels all revere; 
May man in lofty ſtrains proclaim, 
| The wonders of thy glorious name, 
Who does thy bounty ſhare. 
From thee all bleſſings we derive, 


And yet how thoughtleſs we receive 
The bounty of the Lord! 


Provok'd ſhouldſt thou withdraw thy hand, 


The courſe of nature ſoon would ſtand, 
Nor bleffings could afford. 


Since from thy hand each good doth flow, 


May every creature's voice below, 
Now centre in thy praiſe; 

This to the wiſe more pleaſure yields, 

Than all the increaſe of their fields, 
And higher doth them raiſe. 
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When tempeſts roll with growling noiſe, 
And thunders raiſe their awful voice, 

(Each guilty ſoul may dread;) 
Theſe all do wait thy high command, 
To ſcatter famine o'er a land, 

And break the ſtaff of bread. 
May all thy bleſſings, Lord, us lead 
To thee the ſource and fountain-head 

Of Autumn's golden ſtore ; 
May owners all of fertile fields, 

To whom their land ſuch plenty yields, 

Thee love and ſtill adore. 

O grant that ay rejoice we may 
| Inthee! and from thy ways ne'er ſtray, 

And draw on us thy frown ; 

May we thy goodneſs love and fear, 
And do thou ſtill the rolling year, 


Lord, with thy goodneſs crown. 


END OF AUTUMN. 
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O Nct more the Muſe, tho' in a winter day, 
Attempts to ſing, and drop her laſt eſſay, 
Or harmleſs ſong, deſcriptive of the year 


And changing ſeaſons, which to man appear 


Quite different ſcenes, yet are one conſtant plan _ © ..*M 


good to all that breathe, and moſt to man. 

| 
What ſcenes of pleaſure in the verdant Spring? 
How charm'd the ear, while ſofteſt voices ſing ? 


Adorn'd with flowers, lo! Summer next appears, - 


Each hill and vale its gayeſt garment wears z 
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Enrich'd with treaſures for the uſe of mart 
Next Autumn comes, and with a liberal hand 
Doth ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land. 

Now Winter comes out from his dark abode; _ 


His awful voice proclaims a gloomy god; 


In darknefs wrapt thro' heaven's nocturnal ſteep, 


'His chilling roar bids vegetation fleep: 

The dreary Monarch dares to Phoebus ſay, 
«'Thou bold Intruder! get thee far away, 

* Now is my turn to reign at my command, 
us From my domain haſte to ſome foreign land? 


c Now muſt thou own my univerſal ſway, 


Then, get thee hence, intruding king of day.“ ; 


The mandate heard, Phoebus prepares to go, 
Tet leaves his throne with ſtepsreſtrain'd and ſlow; 
And tho' by fate he knows he muſt obey, 

He fondly looks behind bim day by day; 
And when in pomp he rules the ſouthern ſky, 


To northern climes he caſts a wiſhful eye. 
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ne fields are now dreſt in their ſable weeds; 


Mourning their loſs, the cattle hang their heads; 


Where now thoſe thouſands that did ſtun the ear 


With buzzing noiſe, thick ſwarming in the air? 
The ſtinging gnat, the gaudy painted fly, ; 
Are now conceal'd quite from the human eye; 
In Nature's warmeſt boſom now they reſt, 
Nor will by tyrant WIN TER be oppreſt; | 
But at the reſtoration in the Spring 


They'll iſſue forth, and ſerve their lawful kingt TY 


For in the midſt of tempeſts, Heaven's power 
By ways unknown, their ſafety doth procure. 
Even man feels Winter's rage in ſtorms and wind, 
Whilſt many a ſpectre frights the timid mind. 
Thro' every chink now with terrific moan, 
Winds crave admittance ina doleful tone, 

O may the Muſe her grateful tribute pay 
To HIM alone, whom tempeſts all obey: 
Still truſt in him, whoſe ever-watchful eye 
Surveys earth, ſea, above, beneath the ſky, 
And worlds immenſe to him do open ly. 
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Now unreſiſted, Winter ſtretcheth forth 
His icy ſceptre o'er the frozen North; 


Come then, my Muſe, accuſtomed to rove 


Thro' various ſcenes, fields, woods, or ſhady grove; 


All theſe are gone, in filence they retire 

Behind the ſcenes, in vain would man deſire 
Their preſence here, the fragrant ſmelling band 
Of blooming flqwers now mock the vain demand; 
Stern Winter reigns, and with his potent ſway 
Drives all the pleaſures of the fields away: 
Darknefs prevails, and cheerful light is gone, 
And fearful travellers ftart at every ftone. 
Check'd every ſtep, the eye now blind with fear, 
Reſigns its charge unto the liſtening ear; 
Wide difference from Summer! yet the change 
Of rolling Seaſons ſcarce to one ſeems ſtrange; 

| By thoughtleſs man unnoticed they roll | 
Thro! the vaſt circuit, even from pole to pole; 
= Things that are common ſtrike not vulgar minds, 


They ſeldom think of cauſes and deſigns: 


„„ͤöð © 


„ "FREY hear, and ſce, they ſleep, they cat, anddrink, 
They ſometimes ſpeak, yet ſcarcely ever think; 
How difficult to keep a tearleſs face, 

While viewing thus the folly of our race! 


The ſons of darkneſs quite conceal'd from view, 


At midnight hour their pleaſures keen purſue; 
Like beaſts of prey, they're madly on the chace 
For lawleſs pleaſures, ſearching place by place 

Puſh'd on by paſſion, in their mad career 
At conſcience mock, nor heaven itſelf will fear, 
Yet boaſt of honour, freedom, and of wit; 
Vain all ſuch boaſting! fatal ſuch deceit ! 
Proud of their knowledge in the finer arts, 
They are but 7 herons in the practic parts: 
Whilſt fortune favours, for a while they rove 
Thoughtleſs of Go, tho? ſtill they ſwear by Jove! 
Their time, their health, theirmoney, all muſt go 
To purchaſe for themſelves the greateſt wo; 
For lawleſs pleaſure, always in her train 
Has keen remorſe, and mortifying pain, 
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Theſe ſons.of pleaſure raiſe the loud huzzas 
That fill the theatre with fond applauſe; 
For on the theatre they muſt attend, 
Rather to mar their morals, than to mend; 
For ſtill the ſtage ſeems mindful of its riſc, 
When Romulus all juſtice did deſpiſe, 
And gave the word, each man to ſeize a maid, 
And, tho' unwilling, force her to his bed: 
Thus early, vice appeared on the ſtage, 
And ſtill appears down to the preſent age. 
The day too ſhort, doth quickly paſs away, 
Scarce time affording to the thoughtleſs gay 
To dreſs, to patch, to raiſe the wondrous head, 
To appear at plays, at balls, or maſquerade : 
| Theſe rounds of pleaſure gradually overthrow 
The ſway of reaſon , and are virtue's foe. ; 
The Tavern fills with Bacchus? jovial ſons, 
Ludicrous mirth, obſcene and ſmutty puns 
Create thelaugh,whilſtvoice with voice confounds 


The impetuous ſhouts of noiſe, and empty ſounds: 
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The glaſſes fill'd, ſome favourite health is toaſt, 
The deaf would think they try who can drink moſt; 
The glaſs you muſt take off by Bacchus laws 
- & famous rule, which merits much applauſe! 
None dare object, nor may preſume to think 
It beſt for each to chuſe how much to drink; 
Such thoughts might enter Ahaſuerus' mind, 
But manners now are ſurely much refin'd; 
The preſent mode is beſt, (they ſay,) and drink: 
Thus reaſon fluttering now begins to fink, 
Paſſions aſcend, the Bacchanalian roar 
Begins to riſe much louder than before; 
The table round in raptures now they join 
In mirth fantaſtic the whole chub combine; 
All ſenſeleſs now, the flowing bowls renew'd, 
The paſſions muſter, reaſon's quite fubdu'd. 
Now void of ſhame, the myſtic toaſts go round, 
And, catch'dat once, from throat to throat reſound; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, my muſe, nor farther now purſue 
The irkſome tale of ſuch a brutal crew, 
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Who loving vice in all its ugly ſhapes, ' 


Reſemble mankind little more than apes. | 


Hail you, whom heaven doth gracioully inſpire, 


Who uſe your reaſon, whereby you acquire 
Thoſe grand ideas, which do raiſe the mind 


To nobler purſuits worthy of mankind; 


Whom wiſdom rules, you virtuous paths purſue, 


Thro' ſcenes of wonders riſing to your view; 
Even in the night, for darkneſs can 9 
A thouſand beauties, vying with the day: 
Behold, with wonder, at this midnight hour, 


Theſe nameleſs traces of Almighty power ; 


Sce, ſcatter'd round, like pearls from his hand, 


Thouſands of worlds, which in order ſtand, 
Yet ſtand unnotic'd by the vulgar eye, 
W hich views them only clear ſpots in the ſky, 
get there to ſparkle on the earth below, 
For which The God doth every care beſtow: 
Abſurd the thought! as to our ſingle ſphere 
The God of worlds ſhould confine his care. | 


WLAN TER; os 


Sure, where there are ſuch marks of power divine, 


There too doth goodneſs in her glor; ſhine; 


Theſe ſtars are worlds, perhaps, where higherkinds 


Of beings dwell, poſſeſt of purer minds; 

Or elſe, as ſome with confidence declare, 

They centres of ſome other ſyſtems are, 

And ſuns that ſhine on worlds, but ſu. h as r 
Far, far beyond the reach of human eye. 

0 Univerſe | who knows thy utmoſt bounds? 
Thy Max xx ſure all human thought confounds, 
See, how the moon diffuſeth thro' the air 

Her feeble light, while mildly ſhe doth rear 
Her filver head, and gently mounts on high, 
And ſoftly rides along the joyous ſky; 
How uſeful to the mariner, wha ploughs 
Thro' darkſome waves of ocean! how he views 
Her pleaſant aſpect, and with blitheſome ſails 
He ſcours with ſafcty thro' the watery valcs, 
The loneſome trav'ller in the irkſome path 


Is glad to ſee the Moon ſhine o'er the heath; 
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For, by her help, he gets into his way, 
And thinks the night as lightſome as the day. 
Theſe glorious orbs that roll along the ſky 
Are far away, tho' mortals think them nigh; 
Whilſt they from age to age unchanged move, 
They ſhould excite our wonder and our love | 
Of the Firſt Cauſe, by whoſe unbounded power 
All theſe were made, who governs every hour: 
To rule the day, who made the ſhining light, 
And made the moon and ſtars to rule the night. 
The ruſtic Swain, fond of the hardeſt toil, 
| Rejoices now o'er heaps of Autumn's ſpoil, 
Nor ſlumb'ring lies, but from his bed in haſte, 
Ere yet the moon is half-way down the weſt, 
He cheerful ſtarts, and with his ſturdy flail, 
Can make the ſtrokes reverberate thro' the vale; 
See, how he ſtands encircled with his ſheaves, 
And conſtantly his wooden ſceptre waves, 
And ſweeteſt joy thrills thro! his honeſt ſoul, 
Whilſt Winter's ſtore he vieweth boll by boll: 


winrntxs 

His arduous toil he conſtant doth purſue, | 

And parts the day betwixt the barn and plough, 
Firm in the yoke, the ſturdy ſteers and ſtceds | 
With cheerful guides prepare the ground forſ; ceds; 
The hills and valleys now are open ſpread 
With long deep turrows of earth's native red, 
Rais'd by the ploughman's ſteady ſkilful hand, 
And the young guide, exulting with his wand: 


Checrful, he ſtalks along, and wheels the conrſe, 


And, whiftling loud, diverts himſelf and horſe. 
To ſcanty pittance brought, the fowls and ſheep 
Around the plough in nameleſs numbers creep; 
'The greedy crow, with harſh ingrateful ſound, 

Now croaks for want,and ſeeks the furrows round, 
| The Winter Day is hardly well begun, ONE 
When night approacheth with the ſctting ſun, 
And weary ploughmen, wading thro! the mire, 
Go home to dry themſelves before the fire; 
The ruſtic ſwain, thus toiled ſoon and late, 


Is ever glad, nor grudges at his fate, 


| WINTER: 


Tho' all the year a ſlave to toil and pain, 

j Poor is his income, wondrous ſmall his gain; 

And yet true pleaſure doth he ever find, 
Ambitious views ne'er harbour in his mind. 

O happy he, who far from ſcenes of vice 

Is thus away! thrice doubled is the price 

Of all his joys, who, with contentment bleſt, 

Is happier far, than thoſe of thrones poſſeſt: 

No rumours reach him that diſtreſs the great, 

He eats in ſafety, and may ſleep in quiet; 

No ills he hears, no dangers doth he fear, 

All's peace around within his narrow ſphere; 

All-bounteous Nature doth his wants ſupply, 

No more he craves, but cheerful doth comply : 

With wholeſome fare, ſerv'd on a humble board, 

He freely cateth happier than a Lord; 

His wiſe and children round him fit or ſtand, 


Seeking ſmall portions from their father's hand; 


And piouſly he ſtill imploreth heaven 


To bleſs his labours, and its bounties given. | 


r 


But why, my Muſe, ſo laviſh in thy ſong? 
Does all this praiſe to rural ſwains belong? 
Donot the great, whoſharcheaven'sbountes more, 
Still thankful own, and grateful {till adore 
All-bounteous heaven, which freely doti beſtow 
On ſons of men their bleſſings here below | Cage, 
From northern ſtores, where, ſince the earlieſt 
Storms ly conceabd, and tempeſts gather rage; 
Dark, black, and deep, the direful ſurges riſe, 
And, iſſuing thence, now roll alongſt the ſkies ; 
The liquid mountains toſſing thro?” the air 
And ſcowling ſkies, do fill the mind with fear. 
The dark black cloud no more can bear its load, 
8 At once it burſts, and pours a rapid flood; 
Dreadful the concourſe formed in the air 
By boiſterous winds, which from their baſis tear 
The ſtately oaks, which, hundred years ago, 
Did grace the plains, now proftrate ly below. 
What dreadful havock! all ſcem to conſpire 


Againſt the earth, the water, air, and fire 


— 
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With rae infernal, and reſiſtleſs ſway, 

Theſe tempeſts puſh their all deſtructive way, 

And dovn each precipice, the horrid ſound 

Re-echots loud, and ſpreads alongſt the ground; 

Till, to me rapid current unconfin'd, 

Theſe joping all, leave little wreck behind, 

But free) along, and with indignant ſway, 

[> Thro'ſhdves and rocks intriumph force their way; 
'This vas the day which Strephon ſet apart 

To gain the warmeſt wiſhes of his heart, 

To ſeal his nuptials with his beauteous bride, 

W hoſe hearts were one, and ſpace could not divide; 

How rais'd his hopes, fondly impatient drinks 

He down the draught, the fancied image ſinks; 

Thro' all his thoughts the lovely Flavia reigns, 

Love's impulſe alſo thrills thro! all her veins. 

This was the day fixt by this loving pair 


To crown their joys, and baniſh every fear, 


For trembling Fear dwells commonly with love, 


And nought but Hymen makes him to remove; 
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So gallant Strephon did to Flavia ſay, 

And both agreed to drive this fear away 

And happy be upon their wedding-day. 
Previous to this, the gueſts invited, all 

Now wait on Flavia in a ſpacious hall; 

Full of gay hopes to join the bridal throng, 
Give way to mirth, and each enliveiing ſong. 
The youthful Strephon, whoſe enraptur'd ſoul 
Was all in flames, impatient of control; Lmind, 
Nor could the ſtorm a hairs-breadth change his 
Tho' Nature ſeem'd to totter with the wind, 


Tho rains impetuous ruſhed from the ſky, 


His courage all ſuch hindrances defy : 

Forc'd * his way, attended by a few | 

Of choſen gueſts, his journey doth purſue 
Thro' dreadful ſtorms and tempeſts: ſtill the fire 
Of faithful love burns brighter, tho? conſpire | 
Againſt it ſhould the ſea, the earth, the ſky, 
Young Strephon is reſoly'd to do or die: 


102 WINTER 
O baneful paſſions! on by you are driven 
Men' s ſons to counteract the work of heaven. 
To lofty ſcenes of bliſs ye do us call, 

And, almoſt at the top, ye let us fall: 

So the fond Strephon in the river deep 

Did ruſh away, but its tremenduous ſweep 
Whirls horſe and rider like a feather round, 


He cries, and ſinks! for none to help is found. 


The paths of life with various windings turn, 


Some ſhort and dark, whilſt others lengthned run 
Far to the view, and ſtrewed with roſes ſeem, 


But all at beſt is like an empty dream; 
Yet all, like Strephon, conſtantly purſue 


Some favourite ſcheme, which opens to their view: 


Some diſtant period ſtill muſt make us bleſt 
With cafe or pleaſure, then we'll quietly reſt. 
Ah, how deluſtve all theſe hopeful dreams! 


Like winding channels, deſtitute of ſtreams, 


W hich cheer the weary with the hope of drink, 


And draw their eager ſteps unto the brink, 
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When at the laſt, unto their ſad ſurpriſe, 


Nothing but dryneſs is before their eyes, | 
Yet ſuch the fate of man, that we purſue _ | 


Such empty phantoms ſtill within our views 
Tho! often foil'd, ſtill rallies hope again, 
N or dangers many dreads, nor piercing pain: 
Our good lies i in to-morrow, not to-day, 
And till we hope and wiſh our days away. 
O Happineſs! to which all men arc bound, 
Yet hardly ever by a mortal found, : 
Say, in what region, Goddeſs, doſt thou dwell, | 


In jovial crowds, or in the lonely cell? 


With whom, fair ſtranger, wilt thou deign to ſtay ? 
With poor, or rich, with young, or aged, ſay e 


Can learning, wit, or honour, thee procure ? 


Can Beauty's potent ſmilings thee allure ? 
Not one of theſe excluſive can thee gain; 
Theſe altogether, thou pronounceſt vain; 
Vet ſoftly thus methinks J hear thee ſay, * J 
* By Virtue led, to me you'll get the way | 


| & And in that breaſt I have à fixt abode 
That is reſign'd unto the will of God.” 
Yon furious ſtorm of wind and rain is gone, 
Now pallid Froſt aſcends his maſly throne, 
The noiſy billows which did late appear, 
Are all arreſted in their dread career; — 


In folemn ſtate, commiſſion'd from above, ; 
O'er earth and water hoary Froſt doth move 
With leaden wings and with reſiſtleſs force, 
Transforming Nature in his baneful courſe; 
Whilſt the pale morning, with her feeble rays 
Extending northward, to the eye diſplays 
A thouſand beauties formed in a night, 

Too ſplendid oftentimes for human ſight. 
With glafs behold yon rocks encruſted round, 

With twinklingdiamondsſpread along the ground} 

Each window pane ſeems emulous of praiſe, * 
Shewing its gaudy dreſs a thouſand ways: 


How ſtrange theſe figures covering every part 
Paſſing the utmoſt of the limner's art. 
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Hark! with the froſt the curfew cannot ring z 
See! icicles around the eaves do cling z 
So many cones can no where elſe be found, 
Nor ſo much glaſs as now o'er{preads the ground, 

Ponds, lakes, and rivers, even the rapid flood, 
Firm like the rocks, ſuppart the mixed croud, 
Who eager now purſue the hardy game 
Upon the ice, to gain à rural fame; 
Fame is the prize, and yet what carc they take 
To gain, as if their all was at the ſtake; 
How keen each party | how exact the law! 
That ſtone has dane it; there's a loud huzza. 
And they who gain'd, and they who laſt at laſt, 
| Like friends fit down, to take the ſame repaſt; 
And now they join to fill the flowing bowl, 
Whilemirthwithfutureboaſts go round the whole: 
Tis true, to-day, we muſt unto you yield, 
But, if yau pleaſe, next day we'll take the field; 
For ſure we're match for you, they'll bragging ſay, 
Although, ſome how, this was a luckleſs day. 
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Intenſely cold the eaſtern winds do blow, 
Whichchill ourblood,and drive the minglin n 


This in an inſtant covers all the plain, 


No track obſerv'd, no road nor foot- path ſeen; 


The trees and hedges bend beneath the load, 
While ſtrangers wander from the uſual road. 
Now careful ſhepherds guard their fleecy ſtore, 
Nor dare to leave them, till the blaſt be o'er; 

In conſtant motion now they do them keep, 
Till almoſt ſtarv'd both ſhepherds are and ſheep. 
The wild beaſts wandring round in penſive mood, 
Preſt on by want to ſeek a little food, 

Are oftentimes before they are aware 
Entangled faſt within the fatal ſnare; 

The timid hare, unwilling to be ſeen, 
At midnight crops the garden's tender green; 
The red-breaſt, more familiar, acts with art, 
Frequents the kitchen, where he gets a part 
Of every meal, and here he lives at eaſe, 


Whilſt others famiſh on the ſnowy trees. 
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By Nature taught, ſee, fowls of every kind 
Seek out ſome ſhelter from the ſnow and wind; 


Finding in corners here and there a grain 


For preſent ſupport, and do life maintain: 
Attend, ye vain! who wantonly deride 

A Power Supreme, whoſe bounty doth provide 
For all his creatures, you among the reſt, 

| Yet no more own it than the lower beaſt; 

Hid from the view of beaſts by nameleſs ſpheres 
No power is ſeen, no God above appears: 
But you, vain mortals, are a higher kind 
Of beings, who poſſeſs the powers of mind; 
Nearer the ſource of being, you deſcry 
By Nature's light, a power that rules on high; 
Then let each thinking being ſtill adore | 


This Power of powers, till time ſhall be no more. 
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O Thou! Ram whom archangels Goring, 
Who art the ſoul of every thing 
In heaven or earth below; 
Before thy ſacred throne on high, 
May man in dread proſtration lie, 
And with ſubmiſſion bow. 
Creator wiſe | alone ſupreme! 
Thy power ſupports the wondrous frams 
Of Nature all around; ; 
Tho' plancts from their centers roll, 
They're ſtill within thy great GOntrale 
Tho' ſeeming to confound, 
Darkneſs and light, to human eyes 
Make joys and fears alternate riſe 
In this inconſtant ſtate; 
Yet wiſeſt heaven doth {till command, 
And truly all things firmly ſtand, 
Nor ſhaken are by fate. 
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Great God! thy praiſe be ſtill the theme 
Of every thing that bears the name 
Of thy creating power; 
But moſt may man thy grace diſplay, 
Upon whoſe head, day after day, 
Thou doſt thy bleſſings ſhower. 
How wondrous are thy works, Moſt High, 
Who reigneſt far above the 1ky, 
2 All things are full of thee! 
Yet thee we never underſtand, 
Altho- thy works on every hand 
We couſtantly do ſee: 
But till ſo much of thee we know, 
As doth unto us plainly ſhow 
That thou art good and wiſe; 
Then let us ſtill thee love and praiſe, 
| Until thy goodneſs do us raiſe | 
To dwell above the Kies. 


THE END. 
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